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NEGRO HYMN FROM GEORGIA. 

Peter an' Paul wuz boun' in jail, 

Togeda' dey sung, togeda' dey prayed, 

De Lord he hyar how dey pray an' sung, 

Den humble yo'selves, de bell done rung. 

Den shout yo' glory yonda', shout yo' glory yonda', 

Den shout yo' glory yonda' to de livin' Lamb. 

Den Jesus he come ridin' by, 

An' gib me wings to ride an' fly, 

I fly to de east, da' free pearl gates, 

De pearls in dat gate wuz big as cakes. 

Den shout yo' glory yonda', den shout yo' glory yonda', 

Den shout yo' glory yonda' to de livin' Lamb. 

I fly to de no'th an' south an' west, 

An' de nine white gates jes' like de rest, 

Dar de twelve white gates is hangin' high, 

Hab to drap yo' sins befo' yo' fly. 

Den shout yo glory yonda', den shout yo' glory yonda', 

Den shout yo' glory yonda' to de livin' Lamb. 

Gwine tek my mudda' by de han', 

An' lead her down to de promise Ian', 

De promise Ian' yo' neba' behold, 

De promise Ian' it am strung wid gold. 

Den shout yo' glory yonda', shout yo' glory yonda', 

Den shout yo' glory yonda' to de livin' Lamb. 

Gwine to chatta' wid de Fada', 

Gwine to chatta' wid de Son, 

Gwine talk 'bout de worl' I jes' cum from, 

An' de sin slip off from de babies' hade. 

Den shout yo' glory yonda', den shout yo' glory yonda', 

Den shout yo' glory yonda' to de livin' Lamb. 

De hearse come along 'bout to-morro' day, 

Tak de lilla baby, put de soul away, 

Dey dig his grave wid de silva' spade, 

An' let him down wid de golden chain. 

Den shout de glory yonda', shout de glory yonda', 

Shout de glory yonda' to de livin' Lamb. 
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